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When Holmo bad finally departed,

following Marcus by some minutes,
It was half past nix and too lato to
attempt a nap, bo I peeled down to tho
buff and wont for a swim In my tub.
I was splashing cold water over my
shlyerlng form when I remembered
the alarm; It hadn't gono off.

At six o'clock tho three of us had
been sitting there, and if that nervo-destroy-

had broken loose we'd havo
hit the celling! It hadn't gone off!

I jumped from the tub and ran as I
was, dripping little streams. I grip-
ped the clock In shivering fingers and
held It to the light. It registered

but the alarm hand
pointed now at ten-fiftee- Sonic one
had surely attempted to prevent my
early waking. Had I Blept at all, I
Bhbuld undoubtedly have missed my
appointment with Isabclle Reade.

CHAPTER VIII.
On Board the Wilton.

A little noto was all that was left at
the St. Francis of Isabello Ileade:

Dear Friend John Gllmore:
1 am running away so you cannot

Bhake tho truth out of me. I would
wither Btay and be shaken. You will
never see mo again, but 1 shall re-

member you always always! Your
friend, Isabello.

Sho had gone, bag and baggage, o

seven, tho clerk told me. I had
frightened her away by prying into
her secret, crude brute that I was!
Well, wasn't that just what I wanted?
Hadn't I determined to take her to
tho station ami start her on the train
out of my life? What hail she to do
with my forty-year-ol- d lite, anyhow?

Sho would lemember me always,
doubled; that second "always" save
my heart a thrill that was outside Its
experience of forty years' steady
work. "I would rather stay and bo
Bbaken." God bless her! I wouldn't
shake her; never either way!

If she had stayed, I would lorget the
Wilton, forget Ecuador and adventur-
ing, forget everything but herself, and
1 would make myself a reality in her
life, not a remembrance, if that were
possible. Too late for anything but
regrets; she was gone.

I sailed south on the Wilton Satur-
day morning. My suggestion Mar-
cus politely said Invitation Had been
ncted upon, and tho detective ser-
geant was at the dock to watch me
place enough water between steamer
and shore-lin- e to frustrate swimming.
The chief had agreed with Edwards
and me that a seafaring life was bet-
ter for a fractious suspect than forci-
ble detainer, and Marcus, somewhat
grudgingly, had concurred.

Captain Blake, after he had pried
hl3 ship away from its dock, gave me
cordial greeting and the stateroom of
a superfluous third ofllccr with tho
freedom of the bridge. The Wilton
was a small boat; I was surprised
that my memory of it had been so de-

fective. It had seemed ample in pro-
portions when I was not personally
involved; now I had grave doubts of
its seagoing ability, and I felt I was
taking extreme hazards in trusting
myself aboard.

There were about forty passengeis,
the chief steward told me, halt of
whom would leave us at California
ports. It was not the time of year'
for heavy South American travel.
These voyagers were getting arrang-
ed in their .staterooms, unpacking
their steamer chairs and fighting for
places at the captain's table.

I watched Fort disappear in
tho hnze, then went to my cabin. Wo
were crossing that disagreeable bit of
water outside the Colden Gate called,
for obvious reasoiiH, the "Potato
Patch." I wasn't ill, but there was no
certainty of seaninnly qualities in me,
and I preferred to begin tho test un-

der less rigorous conditions. I would
forego 'luncheon-an- keep to my beith
for a while.

Late in tho afternoon I went on
deck again, to find .smooth seas and v

warm .sun had brought out the major
port of our passengers, and I made a
tour of investigation to wo what fate
had cast me up ngalm t. I had just be-

gun getting intereftted when I haw Isa-

bclle Iteade, She'' was sitting in a
steamer-chai- r In tho lee or tho after-cabi-

looking across the water at tho
distant shoie-llno- , just as though rIio
was at Bi cilia's watching tho door.

I went to her directly. ' iss Iteade,"
I cried, and her oyi-- ramo to meet
mine with a look of startled surprise,.
"Ifcii't I his the most wonderful hap-- ,

pening!"
'"Is It happening?" she asked, rising

quickly, her eyes" Interrogating mine,
not seeing my outstretched hand.

I took her hand regardless. "It Is
coincidence actually," I olllraied. "I
never guessed thon I haw you! 1

have fought fought everybody, even
you to makq thin trip on this boat-thin-king

It was taking mo away from
ovor seeing you again and It brought
nip to you, Coincidence? It, Is nioro
than that. If I were a Mohammedan
I should now my, 'Kismet!'"

TJiere was sllll doubt In her faco,

and tho hand I held was trembling.
"Hnvo I ever lied to you?" I asked

quickly. "Have I ever In all my long
life told you a single fib?" I had met
hor twice before, but sho shook her
head In grave negative. "Then believe
mo now that I never even guessed you

'possibly might go tho same way I was
going. I could hardly believe It when
I saw you; but It Is you and this is I;
and wo arc on the same boat, and 1

am happy; That 1b every word truth
I swear it!"
"You won't shake me?" she asked,

her lips curving at their corners ador-
ably.

"No!" I almost shouted.
"Nor question me?"
"Not a single question! I won't

oven remember that you have a t.

That Is all past back there on
shore in the gray fogs of the city. Out
here on the sunlit sea there is no mys-
tery, no no nothing! Just you, go-

ing home; just mo with you. Just
us!"
. "Then you may sit down beside

me," she said, sinking into her chair,
"and you may tell mo how you como
to bo on a steamer bound south."

There was some one's vacant chair
near by, and I did not wait for per-
mission, setting it as close besido her
own as I might; and I told her how I
had begun hunting adventures at for-
ty. I made no mention of tho events
of the night after I had last seen her,
or or tho gruesome find which I was
sure had oneo been her murdered
friend's sweetheart. I had piomised
to forget it all, and I was not anxious
to bring added trouble to her miuU,
for she was evidently still grieving
for the tragedy which sho knew. I
tried my best to take her mind far
away from its sadness, telling her of
my plans and prospects, and in a way
I succeeded. She had smiled several
times before the Chinaman with his
gong announced dinner.

We had been placed at different ta-
bles I discovered, but it was an easily
rectified mistake. I introduced Cap-
tain Blake, who promptly ejected the
occupant of the chair at his left for
Miss Iteade. I was acioss the table
within speaking distance, but it was
not an entirely satisfactory arrange-
ment to me.

For tho first time I looked at Cap-
tain Blake and found that he had
points; ho wasn't so old as I, to begin
with, an error of judgment in .election,
older men making better officers, J
felt sure. Then he had curly brown
hair, expressive brown eyes and n
smiling mouth was quite handsome,
in fact and ho could talk in an Inter-
esting manner that should have envel-
oped the whole table in its attraction.

As the representative of tho Thurs-
ton Line, tho official host as It wore,
I felt that he should be generously
distributive of his charms not use
them all up on Miss Iteade. As a
steamer efficiency expert, I saw oppor-
tunity right here for the improvement
of the service.

Miss Kendo didn't seem to mind.
She was no efficiency expert, and I
found that I was not the only one with
power to raise tho bloom of sorrow
from her. She smiled at tho captain's
sallies and applauded his stories, and
I was shortly eating away, glum and
jaundiced, which brought me disa-
greeably to her attention and, of
course, Into tho conversation. Sho
was not callously trying to make me
smik; she was just young and natur-
ally happy, and she wanted every one
around her happy.

Sho was trying as hard ns sho knew
how to forget her sorrows, and she
was letting anyone who would help
her. I could understand that I had no
reaj-di- i to leel hurt or annoyed at her,
but in my mind was the comparison
of our agp.u and the gray wisps in my
hair, and I could not be quite reason-
able. Youth for youth does not np-pe-

to uncynical forty.
But fortunately the captain had du-

ties other than attending to youth-
ful beauty, and after dinner Miss
Iteado and 1 found ourselves again
alone In seanier-chalra- . '

"Now," hlio said decisively, "I, in-

tend tu tell you sor.to things, and you
will havo to. remember all tho whilo
what on. ha ve. promised mo. Every
single question you ask will mean one
eoiil'idenco cut off. Because itls daik
and you may not see my faco, I am
going to tnko risks and talk, but

I am going to talk very, very
carefully, and very, very slowly. All
during dinupr I was thinking just how
much.xf me I might toll you without
betraying another,"

,"AII during dinner!" I gasped,
"Was that u question?" fchu asked

btcruly.
"No, no! An exclamation of stu-

pendous, owed suipi'lrfe. All during
dinner!"

"Why repeat it? You think I can't
Hunk when that captuln-ma- n Is telling
IiIh Horica? I can and did. Now lis-- i

en and do not interrupt, I am going
on thin t;t earner us far as Mazatlan,
live liioio days at least. Thuro my

mother moelo me, and wo go homo",
which Is noar Durnngo. When sho
knows how kind you havo boon to m
sho will nnk you to visit us."

"Yob?" 1 cried eagerly.
"Because jou are on business" trip

you will decJlno "
"I will not!"
"Because you nro on a business

trip," sho repeated firmly, "you will
decline. Othorwlso I cannot tell hor
that you havo been kind to me, and
then wo shall not sco each other tho
two days tho Wilton "stays at Mazat-
lan."

"But why may not I no, nol It
isn't n question!"

"Uocauso you would learn all tho
things I am not telling you now," sho
answered. "If you wished, you might
tell my mother that some day by and
by you would accept her Invitation."

"I Bhall do that. May I ask when
Is 8omo day by and by?"

"When this 'Is all forgotten all
gono In the past. A year, perhaps
two."

"Why talk of eternity?" I said sad-
ly.

"Two years Is nothing, nothing!"
"But I am forty, and add two and

tho answor is hopelessness. You plUB

two'are "
"Twenty-one-. There! I was going

to, tell you that, so you would know
that I am not so youthful as you ha-- f

thought 1 am past-- nineteen, and
there is no excuse for your assump-
tion of I have noticed
a growing tendency In you to differ-
entiate between us on the false con'
lepticn of a serious disparity In our
years."

"I never used any such words in
conversation In my life!" I gasped.

"You probably couldn't," sho return-
ed. "I was taught more difficult words
than that in a convent' afKlosterne-burg- ,

where I was educated."
"That Is not in Mexico?"
"In Europe, where I lived until a

year ago. Now, I think I havo told
you all the uneventful things of my
eventless life that I may. I wish it
was more interesting."

"It Is every bit interesting," I pro-
tested. "May I summarize? You
might have forgotten something, and
I may not question. First, you are
nineteen ,v

"Nineteen plus."
"Nlneteeen plus; English and Span-

ish, living near Durango with your
mother "

"Father died a year ago," she said
simply.

"Wonderfully educated in long
words at Klosternebuig Convent, and

unmarried?"
"Of course. I didn't tell you unnec-

essary things."
"And you can giggle you told mo

that!"
"Quito unnecessarily. You heard

me giggle, but should be gentlemanly
and forget It."

"I am not forgetting anything," I
said emphatically, just as Captain
Blake found us and volunteered to
show us Cypress light from the
bridge, a spectacle which I would will-
ingly enough have neglected. Howev-
er, if it was up to me to play chaper-
on, I intended to be a vigilant one,
and followed the two and listened to
an explanation of time flashes
and "revolving reflectors which was
much less Interesting than the mea-
ger tale of an eventless life.

We put In at Port San Pedro next
afternoon and found some excitement
in wondering whether two policemen
seen on tho dock were there for me. I
had not thought of Marcus since I left
him at the San Francisco jetty, but 1

knew ho was not feeling any too se-

cure about mo and might change his
mind any minute. Miss Iteade, at my
sldo, was chatting away of the pano-

rama before us, and I suddenly real-
ized that I could not bo arrested there.
It would never do to be taken by po-

licemen from her side, In front of all
the passengers, casting a stigma upon
her for the balance of the- - voyage. I
should have thought of that possibi-

lity.
"I am going ashore," I said sudden-

ly, as the gangway was being made
ready to lower.

"So am I, please," she cried. "Take
mo with you."

"No, really; I can't," I btammered.
"I I I want a drink." It was the
only thing I could think of on short
notice that she might not share with
me. She laughed.

"So do I. Take me."
"A drink in a saloon," I insisted.
"I've been in a saloon with you.

Take me."
"Isabelle I commanded. "Go up

on that bridge and talk to the captain.
I havo to go ashore."

Sho looked at me In wonder. "You
Bena me to him?" she asked, then
turned and hastened away. Tho po-

lice were at tho foot of tho gangway,
which was now in place, and I has-

tened down It among tho first of a
dozen baggage-burdene- d passengers.
If I had thought twice I should havo'
known that uniformed men would not
be sent to arrest me. I had mado Isn-bell- e

Iteado's eyes snap and voice
deepen in resentment for nothing.

When I returned aboard she was
not on deck and I Avent to my cabin to
think out this new danger to her. It
was an absolute Impossibility for' me
to be arrested publicly on tho Wilton.
When I alone was concerned, it had
been but a rather exasperating Joko
and had worried me not at all.

Even If arrested, I had no doubt
that detention would mean nominal
Jail, confinement in n rcom under
guard, perhaps, and the matter of .a
fow days. But now that Isabollo
would bo regarded us my friend, I her
one acquaintance on the ship, I must
guard her from the suspicion of con-
nection In uny way with tho St. Dun-stu- n

murder. ,

Thut meant, bluntly, leaving hor
distinctly alone. It was too early on
the journoy for our friendship to havo
attracted attention from tho, pnssen,--

"THE CUPBOARD WAS HARE" .
"1

f V -,- --

. v v. )
-- - " ' v ' ' ... I

ifh t&?' fV "

sixfffiii Jfe"' If--I - --v i:'liif) Coyt t 'II - v -'- ''i'r "'''-- " '""'' "' ' .'-''"T-j

1 0 X I TThn( I

Old Bolshevik Hubbard, she went to the cupboard to get the poor Russ a peace bone. But
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gers, but its continuation would be
noticed without doubt. She was a
very young girl, very beautiful and at-

tractive, traveling alone. Should sho
prove to be tho friend of a man arrest-
ed for murder well, she muht not,
that was all!

Could I explain this to her so sho
would understand? My cabin was not
large enough to contain that question
with me, so I took it to the bows
where there was rcom. I knew Isa-

bclle Reade pretty well now. If I told
her anything,. I could not drive her
away from our friendship with an ax

marline-spik- e was tho better word
on shipboard! She would be bo loyal
she would Insist on jail with me. She
was just that ago for a romantic sac-

rifice; no, that was doing her fine-
ness of character an injustice. At
any age.'she'd be like that. She was
tho kind to stick by afriend in dis-

tress till tho last dog was hung bah!
a bad similie, till the last dregs were
drunk.

If I wanted her to begin loving me,
to tell her was the quick way of go-

ing at it. I did; flatly, frankly, right
from the shoulder. I admitted to my-

self that I wanted Isabello Rcade's
love. Then, said I to myself in the
bows of tho Wilton, looking across the
San Pedro Bay at the hlllsbeyond, I
have only to tell her what is lacing

me and order her to keep away from
mo the balance of the voyage. Result,
If I am arrested at San Diego, JUazat-Ia-n

or by Captain Blnke aboard, she'll
Debarred with the murder-pitc- h for
the balance of her life, even if she
does not implicate herself In the at-
tempt to save me.

That result was too costly a win-
ning of her love. I put It aside and
reversed tho reasoning. Tell her
nothing; I had hurt her feelings, unin-
tentionally, but no whit less surely,
already, and there was an explana-
tion and apology coming from mo bo-fo-

our pleasant relations might be
resumed. She would expect that, and
I guessed she was prepared to make
mo pay well for sending her away
from me to tho captain. And she
could, hang it! She could make ino
suffer! .

Tell her nothing, make no explana-
tion, no apology, and suffer; there
was tho alternative? She had pride
enough to keep her away from mo 'a
longer trip than the Wilton was mak-
ing, and that was the situation re-
quired. All I need do was do noth-
ing; easy enough? The hardest thing
to do jluit I over made up ray mind
had tojie done!

I saw her on the bridge beside Cap-

tain Blako when wo cast loose from
tho San Pedro dock nnd poked her
nose up tho bay on our journey. Sho
didn't see me then, nor much, at din-
ner; just enough so that her .neglect
was inconspicuous, I finished iirst
nnd got away from the tablo byrefus-In- g

coffee, and 1 neod my coffee! I
am accustomed to three cups eifch
meal and two at late night supper.

1 found the purser whose acquain-
tance 1 had made the first day out.
Ruedjoy was a rouAd faced,--!hun- ky

built, youthful chap who hummed
scraps of rag-tlm- o between sentences
nnd djummuiT an accompaniment on
his desk-li- d or the arm of his chair
with his flngera. Ho was uncon-
sciously assisting mo In loarnlng my
new vocation of steunior efficiency,
and ho wuh a willing master' Ho en-

joyed showing mo'lhut'ho knew tho
steamer business Irom A to Z nnd
then baekwiud, nnd I gained Jinowl-edg- o

In chunks that had to be lnoken

up and segregated, ore from slag, by
my deeper general experience.

We-wou- ld make San Diego, tho last
port in California's jurisdiction, at an
early hour next morning, and there I
.should bo arrested if Marcus had
changed his mind. Farther south wa.u
either high seas or foreign ports and
Captain Blake would havo to bo the
jailor. I decided to remain up and
greet San Diego, half hoping that
officers would take me quietly away
In tho gray dawn whilo the ship and
Isabelle Reade were sound asleep.

I stayed with Reedley and Chief
Steward Hunt until they must have
thought I never would let them sleep,
talking steamers and shipping; then
went below to the englno rooms nnd
started a friendship with tho second
engineer which only began getting
chummy at tho end of his watch.
There was nothing to do after that
but pace up and down tho deck or
sit in my state-roo- and wonder how
Isabelle had spent the evening, with-
out her chaperon, neither of which
mado time fly on wings.

It was a perfect night of soft winds,
smooth sea. and bright stars, and I
finally settled down In an overcoat
and rug In Isabelle's chair on deck.
Because I had not drunk my. after-dinn- er

coffee, my eyelids were heavy-a- s

lead and five minutes after I sat
down I was slumbering.

CHAPTER IX.
The Last to Leave.

A hand on my shoulder awoke me
to broad dajJight, to a beaming sun
and the immediate knowledge that it
was lato morning.

"You are not allowed to sleep all
day," said Isabelle Reade, and I won-
dered fearfully If' I had snored. Hor-
rors! Had my mouth been hanging
openf

"Where are we?" I cried, gaping
like a fish. "What time Is it?"

"It Is nine o'clock or more and I
have been sitting hero since eight, so
1 woke you. You are not interesting
company. asleep."

"Are wo past San Diego?" I ques-
tioned, still confused, but ablo to look
at my watch and verify the suspicion

"That newspaper" habits had again con-
quered.

"Mllo and miles I mean knots and
knots. Were you intending to get an-
other drink at San Diego, Mr.

That was sarcasm. I caught It, even
In my dazed condition.

"Yes no, certainly not," I replied.
Then, "Did I snoro, Isabelle?" I asked
meokly.

"Not enough to disturb tho mnn t
tho wheel," sho said maliciously.

"Children screaming, women faint-
ing? Nothing like thut?" I asked.

"No. Quito a gentlemanly exhala-
tion, and inhalation of tho breath.
Were you out all night In that steam-
er chair?1'

"Mostly. Too beautiful to remain
Indoors. 'Intended to study tho stars
but fell aslenp. "Needed coffee," I ex-

plained.
(To bo Continued.)
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When a v.uinun gets a iovtMettoi
from hoi hutjUunU fcUu upp,ccr.iitti it II

it hm a chuck in it.

It Is no sign --that a small boy is in-

corrigible just because he doebn't
mind a little rain.

Never give up unless it's a lonely,
spot tiud the other fellow has a sand-
bag oi a levolver.

TYPEWRITERS
FOR EVERYBODY

$10.00 and up. Get our Offer.
Rented or Sold anywhere.

Toledo Typewriter Exchange.
321 Huron St.

TOLEDO, O.

V you are contemplating buying
a pleasure ear or truck, let us

show you where we can save you
00 per cent on the purchase price
by buying of Used Car Dept.

Koril I'ormn Trui'llx. Hllrfitly lined,
orldmil rout ifhOO.OII now KtSO.OO
to

1111(1 (MrrlmulH, (! Under. Model
8(1 SI.-.0.-

00 to ttftU&.UO.

11117 .Htiideunkcr. 4Vt nnd U'h
snoo.ou.

IliipiiioliUcn, nil iiindelx $500.01)
to S80II.UO.

You can drive one of our Used
Cars for years with but very little
depreciation. These prices nre
bound to advance in the spring.

Grasser Motor Co.
- SIXTEENTH AND MADISON
Aladlson Where Sixteenth Crosses

TOLEDO, OHIO

fSave Moneyf
B Lighting fixtures and sup- -

J pi leu. Buy of the manufacturer 56 you save at least .'10 per vent 5d write for ouifixture MioetsJ tlioy show complete outfits- - for 9
Zi homes.
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